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sorrowfully at the portrait. Then when the sun
rose, he rose also, and got through the long day
by the help of Rasak6sha and the garden. And
when the sun set, they went again to the hall of
audience. And there they saw the Princess, clad
in a purple robe, with a bodice of burnished gold,
and her crown and ornaments, sitting on her throne.
And she looked at the King with joy, and the King
sank upon a couch, speechless and fascinated, under
the spell of her beauty. Then Rasakosha came
forward and stood before her? and began again :

Lady, in a certain city there was a wealthy mer-
chant, who possessed a very beautiful wife j andjhe
loved her more than his own soul. But she was
of light conduct, and walked in a path independent
of her husband1, and looked after other men, and
her virtue under temptation was like a blade of
grass in a forest conflagration. And though out of
his great love for her, that merchant forgave her
all her faults, she only despised him for it, and dis-
liked him the more.

And one day, she looked out of her window, and
saw in the street, a handsome young Rajpoot And
smitten with passion, she instantly left her husband

1 An independent woman is a synonym for a harlot, in
Sanskrit.